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Summary:
A short moment with the Graves as teenagers. The siblings take an after school trip to the abandoned mall on the outskirts of town.

Notes:
I really enjoyed the game and I keep getting the fragments of a story instead of a cohesive whole, but why not share it anyway.

Work Text:
"-well he's never brought you to the house, how do I know you're telling the truth?"

Ashley's voice drifted to him and he hurried along toward the school entrance where two familiar figures were engaged in a potentially dangerous conversation underneath a tree.

His sister didn't sound mad- at least not yet but her voice had a rough edge to it.

Of course, since it was the worst possible time for Ashley to show up she had managed to do so.

"Andrew said you guys had a new dog that needs some training so he can't have company for a few months, some kind of chihuahua-doberman mix?"

Faster. Faster! He sped up until he was just short of running. He didn't want to draw too much attention.

"What are you-"

“Hello, Claire!” Andrew got close enough to interrupt, causing Claire to turn around to face him. He first looked over to Claire, her round, childish face set in a patient but slightly strained smile, her fingers gripping the straps of her backpack in a white-knuckled grip.

"I see you've met my sister, Ashely," Andrew continued, putting the softness of an implied apology into the words.

Said sister was giving him her best "cute and innocent little sister face" from behind Claire's back, it didn't fool him but then again, it wasn't really meant to.

Leyley could keep up appearances when she wanted to, rare as that was.

Claire's smile grew a little warmer as she nodded "Yeah, she's very interesting," she said after a pause. "She told me that you had to go straight home after all, so maybe I'll see you tomorrow? Or maybe Sunday?

Good, her voice was still hopeful, this could be salvaged pretty easily. Claire was a latchkey kid, an only child completely unaware of how her loneliness and lack of attention from others shone from within her like a beacon. He had already gotten to feel the fullness of her breasts in his hands-hushed whispers and her face red as they lingered after class- and if he had his way it would be easy to go beyond that without getting caught.

"I'll give you my phone number, all right?"

He nodded his way through the rest of the conversation, eyes on Ashely who had started to fidget and look increasingly annoyed as the talk continued, eyes narrowing when Claire leaned a little too close to hand him the scrap of paper with her number on it.

He glanced at it to quickly memorize it before tucking it into his pocket, he knew he wouldn't have it for long.

"Bye-bye, Andrew, and nice to meetcha Ashely." She was a good, sweet girl.

A little wave and with a bounce in her step- black curls of hair slipping free from the messy ponytail she kept it in and then she was gone.

Ashely stared at Andrew and he knew what she wanted, with a sigh he crossed the short distance and wrapped his arms around her.
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"Andy-andy, guess it was a good idea to come here instead of waiting-huh?" Her voice was a little muffled as she rubbed her face against his sweatshirt. The sweet, familiar scent of her strawberry shampoo was faint but hard to ignore.
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“Mhm.”

“What am I gonna do with all these hussies that throw themselves at you? You wouldn't have broken your promise, would you?

“No, Leyley.”

Her little hand dived into the pocket of his jeans, closing around the scrap of paper.

“Good.”
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______

Ashely kicked a can out of her path as she guided him down the cobbled road that led to the old mall. The trip had been silent so far which was both a blessing and a curse when it came to Ashely but finally, she stopped in front of him, hands on her hips.

" A dog?"

Not exactly the opener he had been dreading.

"Yep."

"A fucking chihuahua?"

He stared down at her.

"I mean, if it fits-hey!" She had launched herself at him and even though she was small it was still enough to knock the wind out of him, he let himself fall on his ass in the dirt.

She fell along with him, her little fists raining down, she tugged at his hair and bit lightly at the exposed skin of his collarbones, fake barking all the while. It was loud in the desolate area, the sound bouncing off of the empty buildings.

"And there's the doberman half," Andrew said when she paused her little assault, she snarled at him in response before it broke with a giggle.

She settled in place, straddling his chest and letting her hands fall to her sides.

"At least that one isn't too bad." Her tone was playful.

He locked eyes with hers.

"Look, she wanted to come over and I knew you wouldn't like that- it wouldn’t be right so I had to lie on the spot. I always have you and your wants in mind."

"As you should!" She jabbed his chest with a finger. ”I'm starting to understand that in some ways you're like all the other boys, and I need to be careful.”

"So you reach thirteen and now you've gained all worldly knowledge on boys?"

"I know enough. Boys only become friends with girls like her for one reason."

A flash of guilt there because yeah, Claire was just someone he could play with to let off steam and gain experience. How could Ashely tell? Was it as noticeable to everyone else?

It was a bluff, surely.

"Nah," He lied. “She's too fat for me.”

Ashely smirked at him.

"Pfft. You fucking love fat tits, don't try to lie. You should see yourself whenever some slut walks by before you go around calling me a dog.” Ashely let her tongue roll out of her mouth with an exaggerated panting sound before slowly moving her head from left to right and then back again.

She finished her little demonstration with a series of loud sniffles.

"It’s embarrassing. If anything you need to be leashed." She paused, and he could almost see the gears turning in her head.

Andrew chose that moment to abruptly sit up, catching Ashely in his hands when she fell back toward his knees.

“Come on, we’re wasting time,” He said.

Ashley’s face twisted in a mix of childish anger- that little pout that she didn’t seem to be growing out of making its appearance- and something that did seem more adult, a sharpness that hid under that cute expression- it reminded him of their mother.

Her eyes narrowed.

“You know- I don’t have them yet but my boobs are gonna be huge.”

He let his gaze drop to the unimpressive flat front of her uniform for a brief moment and wiggled his fingers where they rested against the back of her shirt.

“Yeah, sure. You're not even wearing a training bra yet.”

“You creep! It’s so weird to mention something like that.” She said it with a laugh however before her expression softened “If I find that you’re lying to me about her-”

Andrew let her go to rest gently against his raised legs and moved his hands to her hair, tugging the small strands at the back of her neck. “You won’t find out because I’m not lying, you even took her phone number away, didn’t you?”

“Ow-yeah, of course I did.” Her pout was still in place but her voice perked up after stating that. “You promised me on my birthday we would do this today and-”

His hands moved upwards to her face and he brushed away a soft lock of hair that had worked its way out of the clip that she still wore. “And I’m here, so stop going on about her, Leyley, or I’ll give you a spanking.”

“I bet you’d like that, dipshit.” The return of her insult of the week was a comfort, she was satisfied for now.

It was an acceptable risk to continue talking to Claire he decided then and there.
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It could come back to bite him but he would be careful.

Satisfying the…urges he found himself dealing with so often now was something that was necessary at this point, his hand was forced by Ashely, if any other teen boy had to share a room with his sister- he was reminded more and more every day was actually growing into a woman- it was just the right course of action.

______

The building hadn't been abandoned too long, having closed down a year ago when times had first gotten rough and the starting wave of bankruptcy and job loss had hit the area.

Some of the stores were still fairly furnished from what they could see from the outside, one place managing to house a few fully clothed mannequins even.

The front doors were open, really it was more that one side had no door and the other was left as a simple empty frame with broken hinges. Sunlight lit the inside of the empty mall with shafts of light from a partially broken sunroof.

A few dust motes drifted through the air.

"We should have face masks or something." Andrew hesitated at the door frame.

"We will just peek inside at the few stores around the fountain, come on. There's no one around and I missed coming to places like this with you."

They both tended to talk around why they didn't visit abandoned areas like this much anymore but part of him-more than he wanted to admit- did miss it. The odd stillness and peace of hanging out somewhere discarded by everyone else really made it feel like it was a place just for the two of them.

No one would get hurt, he wouldn’t allow Ashely to get hurt- and he wasn’t worried about being caught but still, he felt something was off.

“Oh, come on, Andy.” Ashely sighed and moved past him through the entranceway with an exaggerated step.

She stopped on the other side of the frame and held her hands to her chest.

"Now you're forced to follow me inside because oh no I might get hurt!"

He followed his sister inside and tried not to smile at the way she threw her thin arms around him in a fast, brief hug.

“My bestest big bro!” Said in an overly childish, sarcastic fashion but he liked it anyway.

______

Pieces of glass crunched underfoot and most of the storefronts had broken windows but otherwise, it continued to impress him with how tidy it was and how empty, there were no signs of other people, no graffiti tags, no squatters, what a magical place.

They reached the center of the first floor after peering into a couple of windows.

Half clogged it may have been with its still water taking on a greenish tinge from algae build up but the fountain was still in one piece. A couple of fish flitted around water-logged trash, their iridescent scales managing to look beautiful in the shafts of light.

How were they still surviving here? Bug larvae? The kindness of strangers?

It was something that set him on edge again but Ashely’s little giggle as she reached for her schoolbag made him shove the feeling aside.

The little fish swam right up to Ashely when she tossed a couple of pieces of leftover crusts from her lunch in the water and they spent a few minutes enjoying the flashes of colour and the fishes mindlessly gulping mouths as they quickly gobbled down the bread.

Ashley could be sweet in her own way too, it was completely on a whim, not really because the fish were probably hungry in their stagnant pool of water or out of the goodness of her heart or anything like that.

Just simply that the fish were here and they were here too, so why not? Andy and Leyley feed the fishies. Even that sort of strange thoughtfulness was something that his mother or their old friends probably wouldn't expect of Ashely, it was definitely something his father would never notice but he got to see it and the way she looked over at him and smiled afterward- once again making him think of a little dog, this time one looking for affirmation- it felt good.

He tucked the mental snapshot of the little scene deep into his mind.

“Good of me to give them a meal, right?” Ashley asked as she brushed the remaining crumbs off of her hands and into the water.

“Yes, savior Ashely, goddess of the bounty, the young, nubile princess of the seas, a heart of gold and a selfless spirit that is free of resentment and envy, truly the woman the world needs but does not deserve.”

“I didn’t ask for all of that this time.”

Still, she was beaming, and at the moment that was all that mattered.